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on us having a late dinner with them before we walked home. We were very hungry and 
thought she was extremely kind. 
 About this time there was a number of church services held in the school house, 
six miles away. We all drove over to the services and met a lot of new neighbours, who 
like ourselves, had arrived that spring and summer. Mrs. Ross, who I mentioned before, 
was one of those who always attended the service, walking the six miles most of the time. 
We often visited her and her daughter and she would tell us the most interesting stories of 
her life in Ireland. We like her very much. Some of the stories were very droll, some 
quite humorous and others very tragic. It was always a great treat to visit her and she 
became very friendly, especially when we told her we had seen the cove of Cork.  Her 
farm in Ireland was situated near there. 
 Our other great friend was the English lady, Mrs. Roe. We visited her quite often, 
as often as we could because she lived only two miles away and we could walk there. 
Such a lot of useful information and methods of work, I learned from these ladies. I often 
look back on these visits too, and consider them as some of the happiest times of my 
early life here. It was like entering a haven of rest, such a peaceful atmosphere and so like 
the Old Country we loved so well. The English lady and her family had come two years 
before and she had learned to adapt herself to the new life. This family was my brother’s 
greatest friends, as were John and Joe Jameson. 
 A very sad incident occurred in their lives in September. Mr. Roe had not been 
well all summer and decided to go to England for the winter. Mrs. Roe and the boys were 
to stay here. On arrival in Calgary he became very ill and went to the hospital there. Mrs. 
Roe was sent for as his condition became serious. He developed pneumonia and died 
shortly after her arrival. Burial took place in Calgary. We all missed him so much, and it 
seemed hardly possible that he was dead. He used to walk up to see us quite oftern. Mr 
and Mrs. Roe were the first visitors we had when we came to Canada. I had never 
thought of people dying out here and it always seemed so strange, especially someone we 
knew. It made a great impression on our young minds, everything had to be readjusted. 
Death seemed more natural in the city, but out here where skies were so blue and sunny, 
the earth so green and covered with flowers as well, the wild animals and birds so alive, 
death seemed to have no place. My father quoted that passage from the bible, “In the 
midst of life we are in death, humor and pathos make up life wherever we go.” 
 About this time, near the end of September, we had a very bad storm. My father 
said it was the equinox. Alfred Roe was over that afternoon, helping my brother, and as it 
was raining so hard with high winds and terrific thunder and lightning, he decided to stay 
overnight for we urged him to do so. We could hear the trees falling and crashing in the 
timber north and west of the house. They seemed quite close at times. The log house 
shook when a blast hit. My sister and I were seated at the table reading some adventure 
stories and the men were smoking and talking. My father began telling a story of the 
north of England. It was one of the Ettrick Shepherd’s 
